Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
thousandth time these signs, as he made his clerical
rounds. He saw also, when he came to a vantage-point
on the wide Street of the Fountains, a felucca at anchor
behind the mole. The two lateen spars were folded like
peaceful curved quills on a background of waters of
that hue which is neither ultramarine nor myrtle nor yet
larkspur, simply Mediterranean blue, and which had,
he thought as he fanned himself with his broad clerical
hat, both peace and exaltation in it. But he saw on the
deck the blue coats of the soldiers; others too were mov-
ing about the citadel and on the corvette lying, with its
single tier of guns, to windward of the felucca. And those
uniforms belonged to France, which the abbe, like all
good Corsicans, long had hated. Indeed, hadn't he as a
boy, with all his kinsmen, been chased by the French out
of the house on the via Malerbe, to camp on the top of
Monte Rotondo—he could see it now sparkling in the
sunshine—ten thousand feet above the sea? Two months,
that was, before Napoleon was born.
The incongruity between serene setting and porten-
tous atmosphere was even more apparent when he Beared
his cousin Ramolino's house. As he well knew, half of
the army was loyal to the new National Assembly in
Paris, half to the king, who sat, virtually a prisoner,
blind to the oncoming deluge, mending his pet clocks in
the Tuileries. And here in the market-place, officers in blue
coats, white small-clothes, gilt epaulets, with red sashes
around their waists, strode among the olive-skinned
market women, now kicking aside their baskets of spinach
or cabbage and cheese, again tossing gold coins, still
stamped with the image of the king, on the shopkeepers*
counters. Knots of citizens, some of them strange emls*
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